Down from his gaze his fatal beauty sheered A marble precipice with ferns of gold.
Echo his dirge, the zephyr is his shroud. Whose pride with running water was but one: And both a brief reflection of the sun Which any sigh suffices for a cloud.
Though every passing ycarner for the skies Out of his glass construct a secret hell, If with our own reflections we must dwell Let them be seen in one another's eyes.
This crystal by a different hand is wheeled, And here the sun its circle seems to dim-That we may see undazzled through to Him Of whom it is the mirror or the shield * . *
Stagnant in drains where beauty scorns to bathe, Yet who has seen it unalloyed with Light Has seen black snow, has seen unaxxswered faith, And courage unrewarded with delight,
Pool in the grime by city lanterns scarred, Stainless it still from every contact came As the light incense, orphan of the flame, Survives the baser fuel it has charred.
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